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Bi A neu Song, 


0 Love is hot, and Love is cold, 
And love is deater than any gold, 


And love is dearer than any thing, 


Unto my grave it will me bring. 


O when my apron it hung low, 
He followed me thro” froſt and ſnow ; 
But now I am with-child by him, 


He patty by, and ſays nothing. e 


I wiſh that I had ne'et been born, 
Since love has proved my d „unfall; 


He takes a ſtranger on his knee, 


And is not this a grief to me. 


1 wiſh that my dear babe was born, 


And dandled on its daddy's knee, 


And in che cold gave did lie, 
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And the green graſs grew over me. 


Ye Chriſtmas winds when will ye blow. 
And blow the green leaves off the tren 
O, gentle Deith, when will you call, 
For of my life 1 am quite weary, 


Unlooſe thofe chains love, and ſet me free? 
And let me at liberty; | 

For Was you hear inſtead of me, 

I'd unlooſe you love, and ſect you free. 
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